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The gold-friend of the Geats; sad was gotten his

soul,
Wavering,  death-minded;   weird   nigh   beyond

measure,
Which him old of years gotten now needs must

be greeting,                                                    2420

Must seek his soul's hoard and asunder must deal
His life from his body: no long while now was
The life of the Atheling in flesh all bewounden.

Now spake out Beowulf, Ecgtheow's bairn:
Many a one in my youth of war-onsets I outliv'd,
And the whiles of the battle: all that I remember.
Seven winters had I when the wielder of treasures,
The lord-friend of folk, from my father me took,
Held me and had me Hrethel the king,
Gave me treasure and feast, and remember'd the

friendship.                                                       2430

For life thence I was not to him a whit loather,
A berne in his burgs than his bairns were, or each

one,

Herebeald, or Haethcyn, or Hygelac mine.
For the eldest there was in unseemly wise
By the  mere  deed  of  kinsman  a  murder-bed

strawen,

Whenas him did Hsethcyn from out of his horn-
bow,
His lord and his friend, with shaft lay alow: